THE  PRISONER IN THE CAUCASUS

and fastened the door. Zhilin fell upon a dung--
heap. For a time he lay where he fell, then he

fumbled his way in the dark to the softest place
he could find, and lay down there.

II

Zhilin scarcely slept at all through the night.
It was the season of short nights. He could sec
it  growing light  through  a rift  in the  wall.
Zhilin arose, made the rift a little bigger?
looked out.

Through the rift the high road was visible
going down the mountain-side; to the right was
a Tatar hut, with two hamlets close by. A black
ilog lay upon the threshold; a goat with her kids
passed along, whisking their tails. He saw a
Tatar milkmaid coming down from the mono-
tains in a flowered, belted blouse, and trousers
and boots, with her head covered by a kaftan^
bearing on it a large tin pitcher full of wafer.
She walked with curved back and head bent for-
ward, and led by the hand a small, closely cropped
Tatar boy in a little shirt.

The Tatar girl took the water to the hut, and
out came the Tatar of yesterday eveoing, with
the red beard, in a silken tunic, with slippers on
his naked feet and a silver knife in his leather
girdle. On his head he wore a high, black sheep-
skin hat, flattened down behind. He           out.